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‘;::“’tmﬂde to rejoice in her solitary home, be
admiy, O the man of business thun the werld's
to evo:"()h for his financial talents? Would that
Y one who stands faltering over the chasm
ro::”i‘(.’.‘nnd self-interest, would ‘come such a
the Y Vvision as that presented by Dickens to
cou] ﬂl’d-he:.xrted Scrooge. If each individua
g Tosee Written before him the past, present,
im fmc“-‘{E: could feel the chain which prevents
oy h’ll nsing to heaven, with the weight, not

1 of actual sin as of advantages unimprov-
0‘;:’0:: hearts nng‘la.ddened——could they see their
With iy, ins fess vividly portrayed before them
heary, . ®vitable result; could they read how the
°F all aroung them chilled at their ap-

ea.’ :'h‘en by less self-seeking they could
levgy, 8enial atmosphere that should warm and
woulg . who approached them—how different
%“ldw:rla be. to them, what light and glad-

the true they enjoy! Then they would learn
o,’her“mm“" g of happiness, to dispense to
the Zene Seek out the deserving, to send, without
knoy, t"ms hand from which it comes being
Teq 'r ® small sum which meets the widow’s
*%ed 1y Pays for the little comforts which the
L lhe;.fo ¢ducate the children of poverty to
¥ t Lo start in life with o fair chance of
lf“lin o !he young man just entering on
life, yyp: €%, these are the true pleasures of
of Buin 4 & outweigh al] the mean satisfactions

B . 8Ccumnlagiop,
he hyq Michael G

ra i s
b receiveq nt, spite of the bitter lesson

b could not open his heart to these
ley elo, 3:» oney had become his god; mo-
"8 mind against the influence of
l oble : Som; money made him traitor
'f'minem " 20 who had saved his life at the
h‘ido], *% of his own. Golq! gold! gold! was

“Golg
A ep‘8°ld~gold! Let it be gold!
°F AWake that tale he to)d >

. suff, - :
u"l‘st for gol:rb,;o Tival; and so he went on. His

lfar’., ) #sted the happiness of his fami-
e higg still eu}:ltghh-hearted, high-principled,
P ’ €Te was an jce barrier be-
trugy in g ™ and hag j, 0t been forkhér faith and
hd 1;\'0 of God, she would
Womgns °ad in the grave,—angd et
£% teg 1p 230 hegpy she ever ho;ed. She coild
divine J; ht w
Rop | 2T by 8ht was quenched
M""Ieye hs m:h s 50}11; she could not, would
i:'ki'ld) byn:h "hnature would be once
tng eneouraged ® Beavenly fire; and this
Pury Batyry) . > "°C8USe she has in him still
ff"‘3“00. undimmed by his mas-

- distorting events to bring about the generally so

A A A A s
ter passion, the love for his grand-child, —the
comnun-locking, awkward, but resolute and ine
tellectual Joan.

The development of this child’s character is
adiirably managed, and Mrs. Marsh has drawn
inher, one in whom we love to dwell,—who stands

_out in bold contrast to sll around her,—one in

whom are beautifully blended the lofty attributes
of her grandmother, with the keen sightedness
and intellectual superiority of the grandfather—
and her whole nature becomes refined by ker in-
timate intercourse with the lovely Strathnaer
family. Her kindness to the poor weak Granville,
the good influence she exercises not only over
him, but also over the impetuous, self-willed Ed-
ward, are beautifully described.

There are not many characters introduced into
the work; it is simple in its delineation, requiring
Do violent catastrophes to free the author from
the trouble of sustaining his characters,—the two
families of Grant and Strathnaer, are the only
ones, each types of their class; each perfectly
patural; the effect of circumstances upon their
various positions, are admirably portrayed; thes
deep sympathies which are excited as the net
draws closer and closer around the gentle® earl,
those sympathies which by going always towards
the good and true, and never with the selfish and
hard hearted, show that the beart our good God
has given us is right, if we will reverently listen
to its promptings. - i

No one can read this book without feeling the |
beauty of disinterestedness, without baving the
better affections quickened, the nobler nature
brought out. It were useless to touch upon each
point of interest; indeed it is impossible, for there
is bardly a page that does not contain something
to repay for its perusal. It does not falter atall,
but the interest is sustained to the very close; in-
deed, it becumes almost tuo deep, as the great
work which has linked together Michael and

; Lord Strathnaer procecds to its end, and the mind

is just relieved ot its pressure of avxiety, when,
by a sudd«:n_ convulsion of nature, the hopes of
Years are destroyed, the fortunes of Lord Strathe
Daer laid low and bis death-blow given.

There is very little of love romance throughout
the book, not one chapter hardly a passage given
to the sentimental love, which floods our common
novels,—for Joan's attachment to Edward, deep
gs it is, hardly bears the stamp of love; and
the letting it flow on naturally as it does, without

much longed for conclusion of & happy marriage,
is a titting close to the book.
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